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previous December, a week after Mr, Lewes; and,
as my life had been very much bound up with hers,
1 was trying to find some fresh interest in taking
up a mnv pursuit Knowing very little Italian, I
began Dante's "Inferno" with Carlyle's transla-
tion. The first time I saw George Kliot afterwards,
she asked mo what I was doing, and, when I told
her, exclaimed, " Oh, I must read that with you."
And so it was. In the following twelve months we
read through the " Inferno" and the "Purgatorio"
together j not in a dilettante way, but with minute
and careful examination of the construction of every
sentence. The prodigious stimulus of such a teach-
er (fotttntt) matstw} made the reading a real labor
of love, Her sympathetic delight in stimulating my
newly awakened enthusiasm; for Dante clicl some-
thing to distract her mind from sorrowful memories.
The divine pout took us into a new world. It was
a renovation of life, At the end of May I induced
her to play on the piano at Witley for the first
Time j and she played regularly after that whenever
I was there, which was generally once or twice
a week, as I was living at Weybridge, within easy
distance.

Besides Dante, we read at this time a great many
of Saintc-Beuve's " Causeries," and much of Chau-
cer, Shakespeare, and Wordsworth. But I am an-
ticipating. We will return to the correspondence
in its order,

When I shall be able to get to Witley is altogether Letter^
uncertain.   The cold winds make one less hungry for Black-

,                  wood, ascl

the country, but still it will be a relief to me, m some April, 1879.
respects, to get away from town,    I am much stronger
than I was, and am again finding interest in this won-ccupation of far-stretching
